discouragement hung heavily over the royal court. Not
even Rupert's magnificent cavalry charges, before which
the screaming roundheads fled in terror, could lift it.
Gaming and gayety and love could not dispel it. The most
devious royal schemes recoiled impotently upon their
maker. The royal army won battles that would have ended
any other war. But King Charles could not follow them
up as he would have triumphed over a foreign foe* He beat
them, but the silly rebels were not convinced of the justice
of his cause. They did not learn to love him because he
chastised them, and he was fighting to make them love
him. He could only attempt to win them with promises
and terrorize them with threats, a hopeless business. They
discovered from intercepted letters that he did not mean to
keep his promises, and his threats they did not fear.

He was always in desperate straits for money, borrow-
ing from anyone and everyone. His cavaliers remained as
fanatical in loyalty as his foes in rebellion. The silver plate,
jewels and ornaments of a thousand mansions were poured
into the royal coffers. Gentlemen ruined themselves to
maintain their own bands of soldiers. Queen Henrietta
Maria went on begging tours of Europe, embarking on one
only two weeks after the birth of her youngest child, Hen-
rietta Anne. The royal court was maintained at Oxford,
and the colleges gave lavishly of their riches.

It was not enough. The royal cause lost ground steadily,
although the King could not realize it. His letters to his
wife, in which were strangely mingled the passionate dec-
larations of love and the cunning expressions of secret
diplomacy, remained optimistic. He was constantly assur-
ing his u deare heart *" whom he would never see again that
he had plans which, this time, could not fail. But they
always did*
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